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At that glorious moment of his career, true to his country's
tradition, Howe sent his men down to breakfast. At twenty minutes
to nine, feeling his work done, he shut his signal book with the
nearest he ever came to a gesture. For four days and nights the
brave old man had been continuously on deck giving orders, snatch-
ing such sleep as he could upright in his chair. Now he was con-
tent. The rest he could leave to his captains and crews. They knew
" Black Dick's " courage and devotion to duty and he had no doubt
of theirs. Had he been aboard the Prince, he would have heard
Captain Colhngwood observing to his Rear-Admiral that it was
about the time their wives were going to church, and that he
trusted that the peal they were going to sound in the Frenchmen's
ears would outring all the bells in England.1

As soon as the oncoming British ships were within range the
French opened fire. But with a single exception, the British kept
on their course in silence with their gunports closed. Between die
long decks, where the brass-tipped cannon gleamed in double lines,
the seamen, stripped to the waist, waited with the easy discipline
of men perfectly trained to an art now about to be tested. In die
Brunswick they sang to cheer themselves in the darkness, the lieu-
tenanr of the lower-deck reporting diac till they got die word to fire
they were all as happy as princes singing " Rule Britannia." It was
about ten o'clock that Howe's flagship, the Queen Charlotte, breaking
the French line, swept the giant Montague with a single broadside,
wh,ich killed three hundred of her crew and left a gap in her stern
through which a coach could have been driven. " Such a fire,"
wrote Collingwood, " as would have done you good to have
heard! "

There was little science in die actual fighting. It was a captain's
not an admiral's battle. The French line, pierced in twenty places,
dissolved into islands of smoke and thunder within which individual
ships battered away at one another. The most famous of these
duels was between the Brunswick and Vengeur* Unable to open
the lower-deck ports, which were jammed against her opponent's
sides, the guns' crews of the Brunswick fired through them at point-
blank range, while her men dashed buckets of water over the flames.
After losing her captain and a diird of her company she forced
Vengcur to strike, and almost simultaneously captured a French
1 Collingwood, 21.